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Diesel Power 
Author's Notes: 
An old story (2008) | found while dredging around on the hard drive. Enjoy! 


Song lyrics from "Head On Out" (Izzy Stradlin). 
"They should have sent a poet" quote from the film "Contact". 


Izzy's eyes ran over the beast before him. 4000 kg of real heavy metal. Quickly he swung around and looked 
at Axl with panicked eyes. The red-head just shrugged, head cocked to one side as he grinned at his friend. 


"You've been bitchin’ about it since we were kids, Izzy." 
Eyes widening, Izzy felt his lower lip begin to tremble. "B-But.." 
Dismissing him with a wave of his hand, Axl carried on grinning. "No if's, no buts. Happy birthday." 


Izzy watched Axl chuckle and walk up to him. A crash helmet was plonked on his head, fingers fumbling 


beneath his chin as the strap was fastened. 

"Enjoy!" his friend exclaimed with a particularly toothy grin, one hand patting the top of the fibreglass hat. 
Feeling his knees sag, Izzy tried to pull his best pathetic look, the one he'd spent the last thirty or so years of 
his life perfecting. Normally it got him most places. Normally it made Axl give up. Not today it seemed. The 
singer just backed away, grinning and shrugging. Sighing, Izzy turned back to the plane, his face turning the 
same ashen grey as the craft. 


Im gonna die.. 


"Mr. Isbell?" Drawing his eyes from the thing that was going to ride him to an early grave, Izzy turned and 


watched as a jumpsuited airman walked towards him, helmet dangling from one hand. "Are you ready?" 

The words struck deep into Izzy, the primal fear of dicing with death over-riding his natural adrenaline junkie 
self. He bolted Fast. Cursing Axl under his breath, he sprinted for the parking lot and the safety of vehicles 
that stayed safely on terra firma. Struggling with the chin strap of the helmet, he let out a determined groan 
as the gap between him and his car closed. 

Thank you Duff for getting me into running! 

"Oh no you fuckin’ don't" 

A split second later and Izzy found himself skidding across the damp grass, Axl clinging to his legs. 

"You've wanted to do this your whole life!" chided Axl. "Why are you backing down now?" 

Flipping onto his back, Izzy stared up at him with terrified eyes and a pounding heart. "Because we were KIDS! 
He watched as Axl struggled to his feet. With one hand still wrapped tightly around one of Izzy's ankles, the 
stroppy singer began to drag him back towards the plane. Izzy gave small yowls of terror as he desperately 
clawed at the grass, trying to get some kind of hold. Instead his nails just slid through the soil like a hot knife 


through butter, Axl far stronger than Izzy ever remembered him. 


"Axl! Axl, no! BILL, fuckin’ listen to me for once!" Twisting to look over his shoulder, Izzy thrashed his free leg 
around in a feeble attempt to get free, face turning a deep, beetroot red. 


"Oh hush up!" came the reply, accompanied by a quiet chuckle. "You're all growed up now, Izzy. Surely you can 
survive this one, itsy-bitsy plane ride?" Axl made a grab for, and caught, his free leg. "Besides, | can't get a 
refund." 


Wet and muddy, Izzy found himself deposited back beside the plane. On his knees, the hunk of metal looked far 


more imposing, some kind of metallic eagle that was just waiting to pick him up and drop him from a great 


height. A very great height. 


The airman smiled down at him, a friendly rather than mocking smile, and offered him a hand. Gripping it 
tightly, Izzy pulled himself up, trying to steady his shaking body. Gently he was guided to a ladder and a 
moment later, Izzy found himself quickly being strapped into a very tight seat. The trembling became more 
furious and Izzy couldn't tell whether it was himself or the plane. Clasping his hands in front of him and letting 
his head drop to his chest, Izzy quietly began to pray like the condemned man he believed he was. 


"Are you praying?!" Axl's disembodied voice yelled. 

"You bet your ass | am," Izzy muttered quietly, realising he'd probably been screaming the silent prayers. 
Taking a deep breath, he opened his eyes and looked around. The pilot was easing himself into his own seat, 
buckling in as the glass canopy slid shut. Bolts slid home, sealing him into the massive, moving bomb. Turning 


his head, Izzy pressed a hand to the glass, wildly shaking his head as he mouthed Help me! 


Axl, the bastard that he was, was sitting on the hood of a Jeep, a grin on his face and a hand held up in mock 
salute. Sighing, Izzy let his head fall back against the hard headrest. 


Oh fuck.. 


Beneath him the craft began to rumble, the sound growing into high-pitched whine. Around him, everything 
shuddered and Izzy let his eyes once again squeeze shut, hoping and praying that the cold metal plane would 


disappear from beneath him. 


Suddenly he was slammed into the seat, the breath knocked from his body as the plane shot along the runway. 
Absolute terror screamed through him as his own voice was silenced. In his headset, Izzy could hear his own 
tiny, panicked breaths. Struggling against the force, he managed to get his eyes open. His stomach lurched as 
the ground flashed by, faster and faster, becoming more and more blurred. 


And then it was over, silence over-taking the cramped cockpit as the plane eased from the ground and into the 
air. Breathing became easier and Izzy felt himself beginning to relax, taking in the view of the fast disappearing 
ground. 

"How you doin’ Mr. Isbell?" the pilots voice crackled into his ear. 

Izzy barely managed to nod, body still pressed back into the chair. "F-Fine." 

Izzy could almost hear the smile in the man's voice as he spoke again, "We're going to be climbing to a height 
of seventy thousand feet. | know you're a bit shaken back there so I'll do the math for you. That's about 


thirteen miles. We're going to the edge of space, Mr Isbell." 


The edge of space?! Izzy's stomach lurched again, his lunch threatening to make a reappearance. Frantically, he 


looked around himself, desperately finding something other than the ground or the sky to look at. But it was 
impossible, the glass cockpit giving a beautiful, but scary, view of the rapidly disappearing earth. 


"Just sit back and relax, Mr. Isbell" The guy couldn't even see him! "I know it's hard but just give it a go. Its 


worth it, | promise." 


With his head still crushed against the headrest, Izzy gave a small nod and an even smaller meep of shock. 
God, he sounded like such a woman. Movement was difficult so Izzy decided to do just that. It was nigh on 
impossible to relax, his body pounded by the constant G-forces. But he let his eyes drift upwards, watching as 
the normal sky of clouds began to disappear beneath them. 


Higher and higher they climbed, Izzy never letting his gaze move. Slowly, he felt himself begin to relax, body 


reacting to the forces. 
Deep breaths.. contract your lower body muscles.. 


In the distance, a couple of airliners flew, the high-speed fighter jet easily out-running them. Over the radio 
came the voices of the pilots, wishing them a good journey. Izzy finally managed to crack a smile, movement 
finally becoming easier. The fear that had swamped him earlier began to drain away, his brain becoming 


overwhelmed by what he was seeing. 


Above them, the atmosphere was becoming thinner, the sky changing from brightness. Darkness began to 


eclipse his vision and, for a split second, Izzy found himself beginning to panic. 
L AM gonna diel 
A tiny chuckle filled his ears. "This is it Mr. Isbell" 


Stretching his eyes to their full width, Izzy looked around himself, determined to take it in He watched as they 
flew into the no man's land between space and the planet below them. A low gasp left his lips as he looked 


around himself. 
"Woah..." 


Above him was darkness, bright pin-pricks of light punctuating the velvety blackness. Twisting his neck Izzy 
heard himself let out another, louder, moan of appreciation filling the plane. Below him, the earth curved away, 
a hazy fog separating them from the planet. In between the fluffy white clothes, he could see the outlines of 


continents, green lands and mountains clearly defined. 
"Beautiful, huh?" 


Izzy could only nod, unable to find his voice at the beauty he was seeing. He let out a little cough, his own, 
manly way, of desperately trying to cover the emotion that was choking him. Tears pricked at his eyes and 


Izzy brought a hand to his mouth, fingers closing over his oxygen mask and sniffing as a tear finally fell from 
his eyes. 


"You're not the first person to cry," the pilot whispered, "and you won't be the last." 

Izzy nodded. "They should have sent a poet," he managed to whisper. 

The calm voice came in his ears again, "You're a song writer, aren't you?" 

Again, Izzy managed to nod, knowing where the pilot was going. He could also see why Axl had sent him up here. 
The views, watching the peaceful looking earth drift below him, was just what he needed to kick start his 
inspiration. Thoughts and ideas began to flow and Izzy quietly hummed to himself. 


Head on out because youre nowhere Head on out you go and see.. 


Between the tears, Izzy felt himself smile, body slumping into the seat. Resting his head against the cool glass, 
he wiped the tears away, finally relaxing and watching the show. 


Varona 


Two hours later, the plane hit the runway, brakes squealing. The shock shook Izzy, eyes opening as he took in 
the military airport. A small sneer of disgust twisted his face momentarily. 


Damn.. 

He didn't want to be back, didn't want to be on two feet again. Izzy had found himself happily wishing that he 
could spend the rest of his days above the earth, floating a hundred miles up. It was beautiful, an experience 
Izzy knew wouldn't die soon. 

Yet, there was something inside of him that was breaking. Up there, thirteen miles up, the world had looked so 
beautiful, so perfect and peaceful. Yet here, back on two feet, Izzy hated what he saw. Hated the destruction 
and the devastation Sadly, he looked around himself, sighing quietly before a voice interrupted his thoughts. 
"How was it?" Axl stuck his head into Izzy's line of sight. 

Slightly annoyed, Izzy flicked out a hand, batting him away before smiling. 

"Breathtaking," he whispered. 


.. Head on out way past the mountain.. Where you've never been.. 


~~~ The End ~~~ 


